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Featured Poem: He Loves Alone 


by Patrick Brusliewich 


A Catholic man 
in his sixties 


hope to be a father. 


He lives alone 
since his divorce 


many years ago. 


He has women friends 
who know of his hope. 
They tell him, do not 
give up hope. 


They look to younger men; 
youth may have beauty 


but not wisdom. 


He has wisdom 


and looks like Henri Matisse. 


So he takes to painting 
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to create his children, 


one brush stroke at a time. 


The women can sense 
his kindness and gentleness 


in his art. 
He is making love to them 
with his paint brush. 


Still they stay away. 


He loves alone. 
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Poetic Voice Magazine Welcomes Submissions 


Obelisk Press of Vancouver is pleased to publish this ninth volume of Poetic 
Voice Magazine which serves to feature the work of aspiring poets. We were 


so busy in the fall of 2022 we did not publish a fall edition of Poetic Voice. 


In this edition we decided to explore the theme of the artistic nude as well as 
have some fun with Marcel Duchamp and his infamous Nude Descending the 
Stairs from a century ago. Included are several poems based on his infamous 
piece. We decided to also include some poems that relate to that artistic 
genre. There are some 1950’s figuratives that come to us complements of 


Jean Straker, and his Visual Arts Club, Soho London. 
The featured poem speaks to the loneliness that many artists feel ... perhaps 
there is no great art without human suffering? Perhaps this loneliness is the 


reason many artists create their own realities, as Picasso was prone to say. 


Poetic Voice Magazine welcomes submissions on a quarterly basis. Please 


feel free to submit your poetry to 


pbruskiewich @ gmail.com 


There is no fee to submit. There is no writer’s fee provided by the journal for 


those who submit. The publishing rights remain with the writer. 
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Poetic Commentary 
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Commentary: The Poet Loves a Mistress but not to Marry 


by Robert Herrick 


I do not love to wed, 
Though I do like to woo; 
And for a maidenhead 
I'll beg and buy it too. 


I'll praise and I'll approve 
Those maids that never vary; 
And fervently Pl love, 


But yet I would not marry. 


Ill hug, I'll kiss. Lll play, 
And, cock-like, hens I'll tread. 
And sport in any way 

But in the bridal bed. 


For why? that man is poor 
Who hath but one of many. 
But crown'd he is with store 


That, single, may have any. 


Why, then, say, what is he. 


To freedom so unknown, 
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Who, having two or three. 


Will be content with one? 


Poets had been writing love sonnets for several millennia before Robert 
Herrick in the 17" century wrote this honest assay of the lust that poets have 


for the fair sex. 


This lust is not merely for the feminine but for youthful beauty. The 
peradventures that men take on ... happening upon a gamine bathing alone in 
a country stream ... then setting down a blanket and picnic basket in the sun 


and well ... where their rewards far out way the risks. 


Perhaps they might not copulate ... perhaps they might just kiss and perhaps 
together gamahuche ... then she pauses to ponder that irrevocable moment. 
He begs ... she says no. He offers to buy her favors ... she hesitates ... her 


eyes blinded by a handful of shiny coins ... then accepts the bribe. 
Once she has said yes ... she cannot expect a bride's bed and a life with the 
poet ... for when she falls asleep, exhausted and contented he wraps her in the 


blanket, leaves her the cheap wine and empty picnic basket and steals off. 


Were it a woman happening upon a young boy, would such poetry be wrot? 
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Commentary: Youth and Lordship by Dante Gabriel Rossetti 


A poem made into an Italian Street Song. 


My young lord's the lover 
Of earth and sky above, 
Of youth's sway and youth's play. 


Of songs and flowers and love. 


Yet for love's desire 

Green youth lacks the daring; 
Though one dream of fire. 
All his hours ensnaring. 
Burns the boy past bearing — 


The dream that girls inspire. 


My young lord's the lover 

Of every burning thought 

That Love's will, that Love's skill 
Within his breast has wrought. 


Lovely girl, look on him 

Soft as music's measure; 

Yield him, when you've won him, 
Joys and toys at pleasure; 


But to win your treasure; 
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Softly look upon him. 


My young lord's the lover 
Of every tender grace 
That woman, to woo man, 


Can wear in form or face. 


Take him to your bosom 
Now, girl, or never; 

Let not your new blossom 
Of sweet kisses sever; 
Only guard for ever 


Your boast within your bosom. 


My young lord's the lover 
Of every secret thing. 
Love-hidden, love-hidden 
This day to banqueting. 


Lovely girl, with vaunting 
Never tempt to-morrow: 
From all shapes enchanting 
And joy can borrow. 

Still the spectre Sorrow 


Rises up for haunting. 
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And now my lord's the lover 
Of ah! so many a sweet, — 
Of roses, of spouses. 


As many as love may greet. 


Is the shoe is on the other foot? A young boy is being seduced by a woman 
of the world. This song begs so that he soon will be inexperienced no longer. 
This is a devious lyric, meant to entice and entrap a women to woo and seduce 


the young man. How young may he be ... perhaps fifteen if that! 


When I was fifteen where were such vixens, not that I was ready to be wooed. 


But when I was fifteen one of my classmates Nicole ... a year old than me ... 
was pregnant ... she had been held back a year and felt out of place. Now she 
was twice so, six months expecting and about to be tossed out of her familiar 


Catholic school for ‘setting a bad example.’ 


Yet, the father of her baby was allowed to stay in the school and while she 
was noticeably pregnant, he was allowed to remain anonymous. Nicole’s 
mother had tossed her out into the street. His family had convinced her to let 
them pay her way up until she had the baby, provided she would give it up for 
adoption. She being Catholic Nicole had already decided to have her baby. 


The last day of her stay in school we went for a long walk in the park behind 
our school. Nicole swore me to secrecy then told me what was going on. I 


thought the whole sordid matter unfair. She felt tired and so we stopped and 
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I set my coat down on the ground for her to sit down on. It was a warm day 
in September ... and Indian Summer Day. Nicole felt warm and a bit bold so 
she unbutton the front of her coat. She then proceeded to unbutton the front 


of her smock. 


I asked her what she was doing. She said she wanted to show me her belly 


and breasts. I was bashful and turned away but she insisted I look at her. 


Nicole was not wearing panties. She unhooked the front of her brassiere. For 


the first time in my life I saw a pregnant woman in her full splendour. 


I stuttered nervously as I said *you are so beautiful. This is what I knew she 


needed to hear ... that being pregnant was something beautiful, not sinful. 


We were both philosophical as we walked back. Then she kissed me and 


started to cry. That was the last I would see of her. 


I got angry at the school, so angry that my mother asked me if I was the father 
of Nicole's baby. One can’t lie to your mother can you? All I could say was 


"I wish I was ...” My mother hugged me as I cried in frustration. 


There is a happy ending ... I did hear ... when her daughter was born ... 


Nicole decided to keep her and named her Patricia ... 
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A fine collection of Art Books 


A growing collection of titles 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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Modern Day Poems 
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The Naked and the Nude 


by Robert Graves 


For me, the naked and the nude 
(By lexicographers construed 

As synonyms that should express 
The same deficiency of dress 

Or shelter) stand as wide apart 


As love from lies, or truth from art. 


Lovers without reproach will gaze 
On bodies naked and ablaze; 

The Hippocratic eye will see 

In nakedness, anatomy; 

And naked shines the Goddess when 


She mounts her lion among men. 


The nude are bold, the nude are sly 
To hold each treasonable eye. 
While draping by a showman's trick 
Their dishabille in rhetoric, 

They grin a mock-religious grin 


Of scorn at those of naked skin. 


The naked, therefore, who compete 
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Against the nude may know defeat; 
Yet when they both together tread 
The briary pastures of the dead, 

By Gorgons with long whips pursued 


How naked go the sometimes nude! 


, 
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The Nude Swim 


By Anne Sexton 


On the southwest side of Capri 
we found a little unknown grotto 
where no people were and we 
entered it completely 

and let our bodies lose all 


their loneliness. 


All the fish in us 

had escaped for a minute. 

The real fish did not mind. 

We did not disturb their personal life. 
We calmly trailed over them 

and under them, shedding 

air bubbles, little white 

balloons that drifted up 

into the sun by the boat 

where the Italian boatman slep 


twith his hat over his face. 


Water so clear you could 
read a book through it. 


Water so buoyant you could 
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float on your elbow. 

I lay on it as on a divan. 

I lay on it just like 

Matisse's Red Odalisque. 
Water was my strange flower, 
one must picture a woman 
without a toga or a scarf 


on a couch as deep as a tomb. 


The walls of that grotto 

were every color blue and 

you said, "Look! Your eyes 

are seacolor. Look! Your eyes 
are skycolor." And my eyes 
shut down as if they were 


suddenly ashamed. 
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Nude Descending a Staircase (After Marcel Duchamp) 


by Marko Melkior 


On a staircase nudes come and go, 
speaking of Michaelangelo; 

why they do this I’ve no idea, 

my job: simply to record they're here. 

I wait below with paint and brush, 

ask them to walk slowly not rush, 

but they're always in a hurry, 

and, of course, I start to worry. 

Then a masterstroke, no fuss, 

I paint them all on one canvas. 

The owner saw what I had done, 

he looked, stared hard, seemed rather glum; 
then smiled: “You’re onto something new ! “ 


and paid me, handsomely, for the picture too. 
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Nude Beach 


By Robert Emmm 


Chalky seagulls glide, abreast. 
Hot harpies scream their hungry quest 


As lovers scorch a sandy nest. 


But higher pitches hush the flock, 
Reduced to silent, standing gawk 


While worlds collide in carnal lock. 


The lovers, lost amidst their sighs, 
A daring gull retrieves its prize 


And flying panties grace the skies. 


Soon other birds join in the game 
And more flung garments rise to fame, 


An aerial swimsuit show to claim. 


The sun seekers all sense the mood 
And everybody's clothes are strewed- 


Another beach has just turned nude. 
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Pictorial: The Consultation 


Life Drawing of a woman consulting her physician, 1956, Jean Straker, Visual 


Arts Club, Soho London 
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Nude Girl on a Fur — Otto Dix 


by Marget Murray 


She appears in the German room 
her presence softens the stark art 
as if Rapunzel, old fashioned and cool 


has joined a group of celebrities 


Caught in a toe-curling moment 
letting her hair down 
pale blonde fronds morph 


into a rumpled pile of goatskins 


Men pass by, dismissing her slack 
stomach, bandy legs and vacant stare 
but babies are impressed 


breast is always best 


Arrogant artist and jazz dancer, 

Dix paints war cripples and marines 
lusting after vice girls that make 
Lautrec's brothel scenes 


look like Tory ladies having tea 


He chose a leg-twisting pose 
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for the girl on the fur 
she lies motionless 
while pins and needles 


jitterbug in her thighs 


I see Dix and the girl dancing to 
decadent jazz in a dark cabaret 
and her flinching 

when he asks her to come up 


and be his etching. 
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Nude Descending a Stairway 


By Aristto 


Teddy Roosevelt 

the former President 
said that you 

(in a review somewhere) 
resembled nothing more 


' 


than an "explosion in a shingle factory.' 


The fool! 

Who died and left him 

Art Critic? 

He knows nothing of your origins 
the sweat and blood it took 

to get you ready for this event. 
Why all NY has come to see you 
Gertrude Stein herself 


has anteed up the rent. 


Now it's time for your debut. 

The American Public too long denied 
(the smugness of the avant garde) 
has gathered at the Armory 


to see the créme of Europe's best. 
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So why the gasps, the startled stares 
appalled, repulsed? 
My God I'd take you anywhere! 


Am I the only one that sees 
your sexiness 

your liquid grace, your elbows 
neck and knees at play 
propelled by art's fast energies. 


Your body seen through diamond eyes 


cascades down the staggered steps 
exploding splendid body parts 
in timely wise prognostications 


of those upcoming grand events. 
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Sonnet in Search of an Author 


by William Carlos Williams 


Nude bodies like peeled logs 
sometimes give off a sweetest 


odor, man and woman 


under the trees in full excess 


matching the cushion of 


aromatic pine-drift fallen 
threaded with trailing woodbine 


a sonnet might be made of it 


Might be made of it! odor of excess 
odor of pine needles, odor of 
peeled logs, odor of no odor 


other than trailing woodbine that 


has no odor, odor of a nude woman 


sometimes, odor of a man. 
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Take the High Road — Few Souls Will Follow You There 


by Patrick Bruskiewich 


I know not how to start the tale 
nor how to end it. Perhaps it will 
end itself in time. It leaves me pale 
to think of it. It leaves me ill 

at heart. Take the high road — 
few souls will follow you there, 
Take the low and your mood 

will be crowded out. Care 

that you do not trip up 

for the vultures will start 

to circle, they'll gather to sup, 
hoping to tear you apart. 

They'll throw you over 

the first chance they get 

and leave your bones 


to blanche in the sun 
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For interesting Mathematics and Science Books ... 


PYTHAGORAS PUBLISHING 
Mathematics, Physics and Astronomy 
Vancouver. BC Canada 


Over one hundred and fifty titles available 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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Modern Day Poems 
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Four Poems about the Moon by D. H. Lawrence 


A White Blossom 


A tiny moon as white and small as a single jasmine flower 
Leans all alone above my window, on night's wintry bower, 
Liquid as lime-tree blossom, soft as brilliant water or rain 


She shines, the one white love of my youth, which all sin cannot stain. 


A Pang of Reminiscence 


High and smaller goes the moon, she is small and very far from me, 
Wistful and candid, watching me wistfully, and I see 
Trembling blue in her pallor a tear that surely I have seen before, 


A tear which I had hoped that even hell held not again in store. 


Dream-Confused 


Is that the moon 
At the window so big and red? 
No one in the room, 


No one near the bed? 


Listen, her shoon 
Palpitating down the stair? — 


Or a beat of wings at the window there? 
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A moment ago 

She kissed me warm on the mouth, 
The very moon in the south 

Is warm with a bloody glow. 

The moon from far abysses 


Signalling those two kisses. 


And now the moon 

Goes slowly out of the west. 
And slowly back in my breast 
My kisses are sinking, soon 


To leave me at rest. 


Aware 


Slowly the moon is rising out of the ruddy haze, 
Divesting herself of her golden shift, and so 

Emerging white and exquisite; and I In amaze 

See In the sky before me, a woman I did not know 

I loved, but there she goes and her beauty hurts my heart; 
I follow her down the night, begging her not to depart. 
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Three Love Poems by Paul Veraine 


in translation from French 


Sappho 


With hollow eyes and breasts rigid, furious, 
Sappho, irritated by her supreme desire, 


As a she-wolf by the sea runs ravenous. 


Dreaming of Phaon, not of her own heart's fire, 
She, seeing to this point disdained her caresses 


Tears with angry hands at her tragic tresses. 


Then unrepentant for herself she evokes 

Her passionate desires to satiety. 

Where lust turns lust and dies as ardently 

In sleeping virgins spirits she invokes: 

She lowers her weary eyelids where hill smokes 
And leaps into the depth of the Red Sea: 

Pale in the sky Silene intolerably 


Avenges the Virgins that her madness strokes. 


Les Amies 


One had sixteen years and the other less: 
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Both of them slept in the same scented room. 

It was a September night, the room hid gloom, 

And both were equal in their wantonness. 

Each has quitted, to show her nakedness, 

The fine nightdress that keeps its flesh perfume. 

The younger bends, so women bend their womb, 
And her sister kisses her breasts that rise to the caress, 
Then falls on her knees, then becomes mad and wild, 
And all her mouth exultant of that child 

Plunges in the grey shadows, that held the night's 
Treasures; and the child, beyond all beguiling, 
Counts her dene tune as the sense in her invites 


The tragedy that is destroyed by sin's defiling. 


Filles 


She had the salt of sin within her. 
She had no powder in her tresses 
0 loved of Venus, one confesses 


The stingless beauty of this sinner! 


But I believe her mine, she named me 
So, for her tresses and grimaces 
Her heats erotic and her graces 


That by all its ends inflamed me. 
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She is to me more than a rapture 
As a flamboyant pregnant creature 
Before the sacred door, each feature 


And all that burning bush may capture! 


Who could swear on her salvation 
If not I her priest, whose song surpassed her. 
And her humble slave and her master. 


Who would endure for her damnation. 


This body rare that has no virtue. 
As white as are the reddest roses 
And whiter still than any roses. 


Like purple lilies, that can hurt you. 


Fair thighs, ripe breasts and what intense is 
In the back, the reins, the belly, none rests there 
Feast for the eyes and the hand that quests there. 


And for the mouth and all the senses? 


Dcar» let us see if still thy bed 
Has under the curtains for my vizard 
The moving pillows of the wizard 


And the mad bed clothes—towards thy bed. 
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Pictorial: What a Wild Party 


Jean Straker, Visual Arts Club, Soho London 
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Surrealist and Dada Poetry 
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Feminine Beauty and the Visual Art Club of Soho 


Cover girls are meant to draw 
The eyes, and pence from pockets; 
Those uncovered often score 
A pride of place in lockets. 
Connoisseurs of visual art 
Make patronage a duty 
When figure studies from the start 
Merge artistry with beauty. 
Model forms of graceful line, 
Virtue unadorned displayed 
Back our cover girl's design:— 


Fair exchange for money paid. 


Jean Straker 


Visual Arts Club, Soho London 


Poetic Voice Nine 39 Winter 2022 


Marcel Duchamp's Nude Descending A Staircase 


by Maureen McGreavy 


Ahead of her time 


A cascade of lines 


Crossed 


The least of which was nudity 
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Sonnets Actualities by e.e. cummings 


I 
When my love comes to see me it's 
just a little like music, a 
little more like curving colour (say 
orange) 


against silence, or darkness ... 


the coming of my love emits 


a wonderful smell in my mind, 
you should sec when i turn to find 
her how my least heart-beat becomes less. 
And then all her beauty is a vise 
whose stilling lips murder suddenly me, 
but of my corpse the tool her smile makes something 
suddenly luminous and precise 
—and then we are I and She ... 


what is that the hurdy-gurdy's playing 


II 


it is funny, you will be dead some day. 
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By you the mouth hair eyes, and 1i mean 
the unique and nervously obscene 
need; it's funny. They will all be dead 
knead of lustful hunched deeply to play 
lips and stare the gross fuzzy-pash 


—dead—and the dark gold delicately smash ... 


grass, and the stars, of my shoulder instead. 
It is a funny thing. And you will be 
and i and all the days and nights that matter 
knocked by sun moon jabbed jerked with ecstasy 
... tremble (not knowing how much better 
than me will you like the rain’s face and 


the rich improbable hands of the Wind) 


IV 
utterly and amusingly 1 am pash 
possibly because 
dusk and if it 
perhaps dreamingly Is (not quite 
trees hugging with the rash, 
coherent light 
) only to trace with 
stiffening slow shrill eyes beyond a fit 
and cling of stuffs the alert willing myth 
of body, which will make oddly to strut 
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my indolent priceless smile, 
until 
this very frail enormous star (do you see 
it?) and this shall dance upon the nude 
and final silence and shall the 
(1 do but touch you) timid lewd 
moon plunge skilfully into the hill. 


V 
before the fragile gradual throne of night 
slowly when several stars arc opening 
one beyond one immaculate curving 
cool treasures of silence 
(slenderly wholly 
rising, herself uprearing wholly slowly, 
lean in the hips and her sails filled with dream 
when on a green brief gesture of twilight 
trembles the imagined galleon of Spring) 
somewhere unspeaking sits my life; the grim 
clenched mind of me somewhere begins again, 
shares the year's perfect agony. Waiting 
(always) upon a fragile instant when 
herself me (slowly, wholly me) will press 


in the young lips unearthly slenderness 
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VI 
when i have thought of you somewhat too 
much and am become perfectly and 
simply Lustful ... sense a gradual stir 
of beginning muscle, and what it will do 
to me before shutting ... understand 
i love you ... feel your suddenly body reach 
for me with a speed of white speech 
(the simple instant of perfect hunger 
Yo) 
how beautifully swims 
the fooling world in my huge blood, 
cracking brains A swiftly enormous light 
—and furiously puzzling through, prismatic, whims, 
the chattering self perceives with hysterical fright 


a comic tadpole wriggling in delicious mud 


Vil 
fabulous against, a fathoming jelly 
of vital futile huge light as she 
does not standing unsits 
her (wrist 
performs a thundering trivial) ity 
protuberant through the room’s skilful of thing 


silent spits discrete lumps of noise ... 
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furniture 
unsolemnly :bur sting 
the skinfull of Ludicrous solidity which a kissed 
with is nearness.(peers body of 
aching toys 
in unsmooth sexual luminosity spree. 
—dear) the uncouthly Her thuglike stare the 
pollenizing vacancy 
when Thy patters?hands ... is swig 


it docs who eye sO neatly big 


X 
if i should sleep with a lady called death 
get another man with firmer lips 
to take your new mouth in his teeth 
(hips pumping pleasure into hips). 
Seeing how the limp huddling string 
of your smile over his body squirms 
kissingly, i will bring you every spring 
handfulls of little normal worms. 
Dress deftly your flesh in stupid stuffs, 
phrase the immense weapon of your hair. 
Understanding why his eye laughs, 
i will bring you every year 
something which is worth the whole, 


an inch of nothing for your soul. 
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XI 
my naked lady framed 
in twilight is an accident 
whose nicencss betters easily the intent 
of genius 
painting wholly feels ashamed 
before this music, and poetry cannot 
go near because perfectly fearful. 
meanwhile these speak her wonderful 
But i (having in my arms caught 
the picture) hurry it slowly 
to my mouth, taste the accurate demure 
ferocious 
rhythm of 
precise 
laziness. Eat the price 
of an imaginable gesture 


exact warm unholy 


XIII 
upon the room's 
silence, i will sew 
a nagging button of candlelight 
(halfstooping to exactly kiss the trite 
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worm of her nakedness 
until it go 
rapidly to bed: i will get in with 
it, wisely, pester skilfully, teasing 
its lips, absurd eyes, the hair). Creasing 
its smoothness—and leave the bed agrin with 
memories 
(this white worm and i who 
love to feel what it will do 
in my bulleying fingers) 
as for the candle, it'll 
turn into a little curse 


of wax. Something, distinct and amusing brittle 


XIV 
the ivory performing rose 
of you, worn upon my mind 
all night, quitting only in the unkind 
dawn its muscle amorous 
pricks with minute odour these gross 
days 
when i think of you and do not live: 
and the empty twilight cannot grieve 
nor the autumn, as i grieve, faint for your face 
O stay with me slightly, or until 


with neat obscure obvious hands 
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Time stuff the sincere stomach of each mill 
of the ingenious gods, (i am punished. 
They have stolen into recent lands 
the flower 


with their enormous fingers unwished 


XVI 
a blue woman with sticking out breasts hanging 
clothes. On the line, not so old 
for the mother of twelve undershirts(we are told 
by is it Bishop Taylor who needs hanging 
that marriage is a sure cure for masturbation). 
A dirty wind twitches the clothes which are clean 
—this is twilight, 
a little puppy hopping between 
skipping 
children 
(It is the consummation 
of day the hour)she says to me you big fool 
she says i says to her i says Sally 
i says 
the 
mmmoon, begins to drool 
softly in the hot alley, 
a begger’s voice feels curiously cool 


(suddenly-Lights go! On by schedule 
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XIX 
the mind is its own beautiful prisoner. 
Mine looked long at the sticky moon 
opening in dusk her new wings 
then decently hanged himself, one afternoon. 
The last thing he saw was you 
naked amid unnaked things, 
your flesh, a succinct wandlike animal, 
a little strolling with the futile purr 
of blood; your sex squeaked like a billiard-cue 
chalking itself, as not to make an error, 
with twists spontaneously methodical. 
He suddenly tasted worms windows and roses 
he laughed, and closed his eyes as a girl closes 


her left hand upon a mirror. 


XXI 

when you went away it was morning 

(that is, big horses; light feeling up 

streets; heels taking derbies (where?) a pup 
hurriedly hunched over swill; one butting 

trolley imposingly empty; snickering 
shop doors unlocked by white-grub 

faces) clothed in delicate hubbub 

as you stood thinking of anything, 
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maybe the world ... But 1 have wondered since 
isn't it odd of you really to lie 
a sharp agreeable flower between my 
amused legs 
kissing with little dints 
of april, making the obscene shy 


breasts tickle, laughing when i wilt and wince 


XXII 
you asked me to come: it was raining a little, 
and the spring; a clumsy brightness of air 
wonderfully stumbled above the square, 
little amorous-tadpole people wiggled 
battered by stuttering pearl, 
leaves jiggled 
to the jigging fragrance of newness 
—and then. My crazy fingers liked your dress 
.... your kiss, your kiss was a distinct brittle 
flower, and the flesh crisp set 
my love-tooth on edge. So until light 
each having each we promised to forget 
wherefore is there nothing left to guess: 
the cheap intelligent thighs, the electric trite 
thighs; the hair stupidly priceless. 
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XXIII 
and this day it was Spring .... us 
drew lewdly the murmurous minute clumsy 
smell of the world. We intricately 
alive, cleaving the luminous stammer of bodies 
(eagerly just not each other touch) seeking, some 
street which easily trickles a brittle fuss 


of fragile huge humanity ... 


Numb 
thoughts, kicking in the rivers of our blood, miss 
by how terrible inches speach—it 
made you a little dizzy did the world's smell 
(but i was thinking why the girl-and-bird 
of you move ... moves ... and also, i'll admit— 
) 
Till at the corner of Nothing and Something, we heard 


a hand organ in twilight playing like hell 


XXIV 
i like my body when it is with your 
body. It is so quite new a thing. 
Muscles better and nerves more. 
i like your body, i like what it docs, 
i like its hows, i like to feel the spine 


of your body and its bones, and the trembling 
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-firm-smooth ness and which i will 
again and again and again 
kiss, 1 like kissing this and that of you, 
i like, slowly stroking the, shocking fuzz 
of your electric furr, and what-is-it-comes 
over parting flesh .... And eyes big love-crumbs 
and possibly i like the thrill 


of under me you so quite new 
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Pictorial: Bertha and Betty 


Jean Straker, Visual Arts Club, Soho London 
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Canadian Poems 
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The Laughter in the Kitchen 


By Susan Musgrave 


All day my daughter and her best friend 
have been playing marriage, destroying 

the house to make it the way they need it 

to be. They've shoved the loveseat 

across the bedroom door to form a barricade, 
overturned the armchairs to give themselves 
temporary shelters. They've even rolled 

the carpet back, "so the carpet won't get 
beer spilled on it," my daughter, pretending 
to be Dad, explains, when I complain: 

the house doesn't feel like my own anymore 
but still I have to live in it. "We can 

build a new house when I make lots of good 
money," my daughter says, butting out 

the Popeye candy cigarette she won 

from the neighbour boy for showing him 
her vagina through a slit in the split 


cedar fence. I wept, told her next time, 


baby, hold out for a whole pack, 
trying to be brave, the way only a mother 


could. "We can't build anything if you 
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keep drinking drugs," the tiny wife bursts 
as my daughter keels into the woodstove 
and pretends to catch fire, the laughter 

in the Kitchen filling the house 


where we tried to live. What has become 


of my young life, the man who once pressed 
a fistful of crocuses between my breasts 

and made love to me on the kitchen floor 
while beyond, on the river, 

a loudspeaker-toting paddleboat carried 
honeymooners to the mouth. Later we took 
the same cruise, pretending to be newlyweds 
ourselves, holding hands on the tipping deck 
with others who took photographs to prove 
they had truly been there, they had 


loved each other - once. The laughter 


in the kitchen reminds me: grief 

is a burden, something to be shaken 

like the foxgloves in our garden, stooping 

under the weight of their seeds. I've learned 

the lessons of pain, now wait for the same 

light that makes my daughter's face so 

luminous and wise as she says to her small friend, 


"Now you be Dad. You've got no body so you can't 
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get away. I'll be the mother this time." 
painted and tightly closed. 
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Ode to the Apostrophe 


By Hlizabeth Zetlin 


Hey you, hanging 

over us like a grenade 

or a kernel of truth, 

I bet you're tall, dark, 
muscular as a messenger 

of the gods. Though these days 
you probably doge traffic 
on a ten speed, charge 

up stairs to deliver whatever 
we can't live without, 

have forgotten or left out. 
You're quick, to the point. 
You never forget 


what you stand in for. 


But brevity is not the soul. 


You change the cadence of thought, 
address loss, inevitable sword 
suspended by a hair above our heads. 
Kind of like a poet, aren't you? 


Or a politician. You take 
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a lot of abuse for the job you do. 
People don't know when to use you, 
when to leave you out. 

If we want to say "it is," 

then we should use "apostrophe s." 
It's. 


You replace the "I" of "is." 


When you're there it means 
something is missing. 
Otherwise, we don't use you 

and its is possessive, as in- 

The word lost its meaning. 

So simple. But you'd be amazed 
at the number of people who still 
confuse the statement of being 


with the act of possession. 
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Historical Poems 
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Old and New 


Anon, Chinese Poem (first century B.C.) 


She went up the mountain to pluck wild herbs; 
She came down the mountain and met her former husband. 
She knelt down and asked her former husband 
"What do you find your new wife like?" 

"My new wife, although her talk is clever, 
Cannot charm me as my old wife could. 

In beauty of face there is not much to choose. 
But in usefulness they are not at all alike. 

My new wife comes in from the road to meet me; 
My old wife always came down from her tower. 
My new wife is clever at embroidering' silk; 

My old wife was good at plain sewing. 

Of silk embroidery one can do an inch a day; 

Of plain sewing, more than five feet. 

Putting her silks by the side of your sewing, 


I see that the new will not compare with the old." 
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It is hard alone to keep an empty bed. 


An old Chinese poem 


Green, green, 

The grass by the river-bank. 
Thick, thick, 

The willow trees in the garden. 
Sad, sad, 

The lady in the tower. 

White, white. 

Sitting at the casement window. 
Fair, fair. 

Her red-powdered face. 

Small, small, 

She puts out her pale hand. 
Once she was a dancing-house girl. 


Now she is a wandering man's wife. 


The wandering man went, but did not return. 


It is hard alone to keep an empty bed. 
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My love is living in lands far away. 


An old Chinese poem 


Crossing the river I pluck hibiscus-flowers: 

In the orchid-swamps are many fragrant herbs. 
I gather them, but who shall I send them to? 
My love is living in lands far away. 

I turn and look towards my own country: 

The long road stretches on for ever. 

The same heart, yet a different dwelling: 


Always fretting, till we are grown old! 


My absent love says that he is happy. 


An old Chinese poem 


The bright moon, oh, how white it shines, 
Shines down on the gauze curtains of my bed. 
Racked by sorrow I toss and cannot sleep. 
Picking up my clothes, I wander up and down. 
My absent love says that he is happy. 

But I would rather he said he was coming back. 
Out in the courtyard I stand hesitating, alone. 


To whom can I tell the sad thoughts I think? 
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Staring before me I enter my room again; 


Falling tears wet my mantle and robe. 


Did you not know that people hide their love? 


by Wu-ti 


Who says 

That it's by my desire, 

This separation, this living- so far from you? 

My dress still smells of the lavender you gave: 

My hand still holds the letter that you sent. 

Round my waist I wear a double sash: 

I dream that it binds us both with a same-heart knot. 
Did you not know that people hide their love? 


Like a flower that seems too precious to be picked? 


Our love was pure 


An old Chinese poem 


Our love was pure 
As the snow on the mountains: 
White as a moon 


Between the clouds— 
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They're telling- me 

Your thoughts are double 
That's why I've come 

To break it off. 

To-day we'll drink 

A cup of wine. 
To-morrow we'll part 
Beside the Canal: 
Walking about 

Beside the Canal, 

Where its branches divide 
East and west. 

Alas and alas, 

And again alas. 

So must a girl 

Cry when she's married, 
If she find not a man 

Of single heart, 

Who will not leave her 


Till her hair is white. 


Taoist Song 


by Chi K'ang (A.D. 223-262) 
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I will cast out Wisdom and reject Learning. 

My thoughts shall wander in the Great Void 
Always repenting of wrongs done 

Will never bring my heart to rest. 

I cast my hook in a single stream 

But my joy is as though I possessed a Kingdom. 
I loosen my hair and go singing; 

To the four frontiers men join in my refrain. 
This is the purport of my song: 

"My thoughts shall wander in the Great Void." 


The Valley Wind 


by Lu Yun (4" A.D.) 


Living in retirement beyond the World, 

Silently enjoying isolation, 

I pull the rope of my door tighter 

And stuff my window with roots and ferns. 

My spirit is tuned to the Spring-season: 

At the fall of the year there is autumn in my heart. 
Thus imitating cosmic changes 


My cottage becomes a Universe. 
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Four Poems by Tao Chien 


To be untrue to myself could only lead to muddle. 


In the quiet of the morning I heard a knock at my door; 
I threw on my clothes and opened it myself. 

I asked who it was who had come so early to see me: 
He said he was a peasant, coming with good intent. 

He brought a present of wine and rice-soup, 

Believing that I had fallen on evil days. 

“You live in rags under a thatched roof 

And seem to have no desire for a better lot. 

The rest of mankind have all the same ambitions: 

You, too, must learn to wallow in their mire." 

"Old man, I am impressed by what you say. 

But my soul is not fashioned like other men's. 

To drive in their rut I might perhaps learn: 

To be untrue to myself could only lead to muddle. 

Let us drink and enjoy together the wine you have brought: 


For my course is set and cannot now be altered." 
Flood 
The lingering clouds, rolling, rolling. 


And the settled rain, dripping, dripping, 
In the Eight Directions—the same dusk. 
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The level lands—one great river. 
Wine I have, wine I have: 

Idly I drink at the eastern window. 
Longingly—I think of my friends, 


But neither boat nor carriage comes. 


Would you know how that is possible? 


I built my hut in a zone of human habitation. 

Yet near me there sounds no noise of horse or coach. 
Would you know how that is possible? 

A heart that is distant creates a wilderness round it. 

I pluck chrysanthemums under the eastern hedge, 
Then gaze long at the distant summer hills. 

The mountain air is fresh at the dusk of day: 

The flying birds two by two return. 

In these things there lies a deep meaning; 


Yet when we would express it, words suddenly fail us. 


Returning to the Fields 


When I was young, I was out of tune with the herd: 
My only love was for the hills and mountains. 
Unwitting I fell into the Web of the World's dust 
And was not free until my thirtieth year. 


The migrant bird longs for the old wood: 
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The fish in the tank thinks of its native pool. 

I had rescued from wildness a patch of the Southern Moor 
And, still rustic, I returned to field and garden. 

My ground covers no more than ten acres: 

My thatched cottage has eight or nine rooms. 

Elms and willows cluster by the eaves: 


Peach trees and plum trees grow before the Hall. 


Three Poems by Po Chu-i 


Madly Singing in the Mountains 


There is no one among men that has not a special failing: 
And my failing consists in writing verses. 

I have broken away from the thousand ties of life: 
But this infirmity still remains behind. 

Each time that I look at a fine landscape: 

Each time that I meet a loved friend, 

I raise my voice and recite a stanza of poetry 

And am glad as though a God had crossed my path. 
Ever since the day I was banished to Hsiin-yang 
Half my time I have lived among the hills. 

And often, when I have finished a new poem, 
Alone I climb the road to the Eastern Rock. 


I lean my body on the banks of white stone: 
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I pull down with my hands a green cassia branch. 
My mad singing startles the valleys and hills: 
The apes and birds all come to peep. 

Fearing to become a laughing-stock to the world, 


I choose a place that is unfrequented by men. 


Children 


Written circa 820 


My niece, who is six years old, is called "Miss Tortoise"; 
My daughter of three, —little "Summer Dress." 
One is beginning to learn to joke and talk; 

The other can already recite poems and songs. 
At morning they play clinging about my feet; 

At night they sleep pillowed against my dress. 
Why, children, did you reach the world so late. 
Coming to me just when my years are spent? 
Young things draw our feelings to them; 

Old people easily give their hearts. 

The sweetest vintage at last turns sour; 

The full moon in the end begins to wane. 

And so with men the bonds of love and affection 
Soon may change to a load of sorrow and care. 
But all the world is bound by love's ties; 


Why did I think that I alone should escape? 
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Going to the Mountain with a little Dancing girl, aged fifteen 


Written when the poet was about sixty-five 


Two top-knots not yet plaited into one. 

Of thirty years—just beyond half. 

You who are really a lady of silks and satins 

Are now become my hill and stream companion! 

At the spring fountains together we splash and play: 

On the lovely trees together we climb and sport. 

Her cheeks grow rosy, as she quickens her sleeve-dancing: 
Her brows grow sad, as she slows her song's tune. 

Don't go singing the Song of the Willow Branches,’ 


When there's no one here with a heart for you to break! 
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Pictorial: Girls and their Curls 


Jean Straker, Visual Arts Club, Soho London 
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